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MADAME ANGORA 





CHAPTER I. 
IN A SCRAPE 


H, dear! oh, dear! Such a dreadful fix for a 
fine old madame like me to be in, and I| not 
so very old either! 

I surely will have something done about that 
wicked Caesar! He is the plague of my life, and 
I mean to find some way in which to pay him off 
for some of his miserable tricks. 

I had just washed my face, and, in fact, had made 
myself all spick and span, when, on starting out to 
call on my daughter, the Lady Belle, a few doors 
down the street, suddenly there came a fierce, hoarse 
barking, and there was Cesar rushing toward me full 
speed. 

You must know that Cesar, who lives opposite, in 
that fine house you see across the way, is Judge 
_ Carter’s great Newfoundland dog. 


Fine manners, aren’t they, leading a great over- 
Le 
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grown creature like that to torment a lady of quality 
like myself ? 

For you must know, my dear, that I come of a 
very ancient and finely favoured family. 

Why, let me tell you: I sprang from the Far East. 
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Take your little map, and away off in Asia Minor, 
bordering on the great blue Mediterranean Sea, you 
will find the country where my forefathers and fore- 
mothers belonged. | 

But even back of this my family came from Egypt, 
the famed old country of Africa. But the place where 
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my nearer relations and I myself came from is called 
Angora, in Asia Minor. 

There are also wonderful goats in Angora, with 
long, silky coats of fur, so fine and soft that it is 
one of the most famous products of the Hast. Lovely 
dress-goods, shawls, and mats are made from the 
hair of these beautiful, shaggy goats. 

And my fur or hair is so long, thick, and silky, 
that it is like plunging your hand into a mass of 
silk floss to feel of my fluffy back. Then my tail 
is like a full, thick feather made of fur, and there 
are hairs hanging from parts of it that are ten 
inches long. My mistress, Mrs. Captain Ross, meas- 
ured them one day to know just their length. 

Would you like to know how much I weigh? 
Seventeen pounds, which is very heavy for a Madame 
Puss. 

There are splendid Spanish pussies called tortoise- 
shell cats, that are the colours of a tortoise. Do you 
know what kind of a creature that is? It is like 
a turtle, only it has a back of delicate, costly shell, 
which is yellow, black, and white. 

And although I— Madame Angora—am not a 
Spanish cat, yet I have those same soft, brilliant 
colours, so that I am of a shining yellow, a glossy 
black, and pure white, all over my fluffy coat. 

Do not think me vain. My pride has had many 
a fall, but I cannot help knowing how fine I am to 
‘look at, nor how valuable I am. 
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My master, Captain Ross, brought me from 
Angora in a great sailing-vessel, and a very hard 
voyage we had. But after tumbling and rolling 
about in my little house in the ship’s cabin for many 
weeks, petted by officers and sailors, and being fed 
on nice, delicate food, I was glad enough to come to 
this quiet, beautiful home, where I was carefully 
trained, made neat and obedient, and became a great” 
household pet. 

But what do you think of my belonging to the 
same family as the noble lion, the tiger, leopard, 
panther, and lynx? They are all my cousins, every 
one, yet I am most nearly related to the leopard, a 
powerful, handsome, agile creature. 

We are proud by nature, and do not like rude, 
coarse manners. It may be this gives us what look 
like airy, mincing ways, although we sometimes have 
to step off in a hurry. 

So, you see, when Cesar came tearing along just 
now, all I thought of was getting out of his reach, 
and I made for one of the cellar windows. 

Usually I fly into the window where the wood is 
piled high underneath, and where it is a very nice 
convenient place to land, but this morning I was 
close to another window of the cellar when Cesar 
made his rush. 

So in I bounced, oh, dear, dear! directly into a 
milk-pan ! 

The window in the milk-closet generally has a 
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thick screen in it, and it must be the screen had been 
taken out to be dusted, else 1 could never have leaped 
through there. 

Well, there is one good thing about it. I have 
heard Dulcie, the black cook, say, ‘‘ Never so bad but 
it might be worse,’ and if I had gone scratching into 
a tub of lard, or a mess of molasses, goodness me! 
how could I ever have got clean again ? 

It is not so bad to lick off the outside of this rich, 
sweet cream, but I’m afraid Dulcie will “ whisper,” 
as Dan calls her voice when she is provoked, when 
she sees the shelf and the cemented floor spattered 
all over with milk, and knows some creature has 
splashed into the wide pan. 

And I never can get myself clean, never! I don’t 
know but what Norah, the waitress, will have to 
wring me out and put me on the clothes-line to dry. 
Oh, it is very discouraging ! 

My beautiful tail, that every one admires, is much 
thicker and fluffier than the brush Norah polishes off 
the lamp-chimneys with, and to be all plastered over 
with yellow cream — there! here comes cook! Where 
can I hide? 

Bless me! I am so heavy, being wet all over with 
sticky cream, I can scarcely stir, and if here isn’t 
Dan with the screen! Oh, he sees me, and do my 
best, I cannot run away. Deary, deary me ! 


CHAPTER Il. 
PAYING CAISAR 


T certainly is very hard to be blamed for what is 
not one’s fault at all. I hold myself a very well- 
behaved, respectable Madame Puss. So when Dulcie 
began “ whispering” or in other words when she 
cried out in her voice which always has music in it 
no matter how loudly she speaks, ‘‘ Now dat cat she 
cotch it! Leddy or no leddy I jus’ ties her up by de 
leg, an’ she’ll not go a-swimmin’ in my milk-pan again, 
not fo’ one long day!” 
Yes, when Dulcie said that, I made up my mind — 
that she would have to be spryer than she usually is, 
if she tied me up. I looked at Dan and gave a low 
mew.” 
‘ Baythe!” said Dan, “and ye can’t be tyin’ the 
crayther op nayther by th’ neck nor th’ leg till Pve 
- woshed her. Look, will ye, at the schrape she’s in? 
Come on, Mardem, less have a wosh, thin Misthress 
Dulcideena can be tyin’ of yees op if she plazes.” 
I tried to follow Dan, who has a very kind heart, 


and I knew would be my friend, but Dulcie was so 
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afraid I would get off too easily she made a grab at 
me. 

I slipped away from her as if I was a well-oiled 
muff. Dan roared with laughter. 

“Maix!” he cried, “an’ I knew betther than to 
thry takin’ op th’ crayther whin she’d grease me from 
top to toa! Ye’d only hev to be churnin’ of her a 
few minutes till she turrned to butther! Come on, 
Mardem, dear.” ° 

I followed Dan to the laundry, where he drew cold 
and warm water to wash me off. A cat’s fur has no 
oil in it, and so is very dry, but when it becomes wet 
it is very wet indeed, wet way through, but all the 
more easily cleansed. 

It took Dan a long time to get me into a good con- 
dition, and although pussies do not like baths at all, 
that is, water baths, yet I was glad enough to be made 
clean again. The long fur of an Angora pussy should 
never be combed, as it loosens and pulls out too much 
of the soft hair to use a comb, but after drying me 
partly with a cloth, Dan brushed and brushed my coat 
with a brush that had long bristles like a boot brush, 
until it began to fluff out and feel beautifully. 

‘Now, Mardem, dear,’ he said, “ye can goa to 
Misthress Dulcideena, an’ be tied op.” 

I purred, rubbed myself against Dan for a moment 
to let him know I thanked him, then went slyly to a 
corner of the roof over the kitchen where Dulcie 
would have broken her leg or her neck had she tried 
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to follow me. There I tried to think up some way 
of getting even with Cesar Carter for I had had 
patience with him long enough. 

It is a great mistake for people to suppose that 
dumb creatures that run about on four legs do not 
understand much that goes on around them, and 
much also that is 
sald. 

Pussy-cats have 
memories, too, and 
do not forget all 
that they see and 
hear. And now, 
as I lay comfort- 
ably blinking on 
the roof in the 
warm spring sun- 





shine, and wondering what I could do to pay off 
Cesar, I all at once thought of something. 

I was only four months old when Captain Ross 
took me from my far-away home. The voyage was 
so long that 1 had a chance to notice a great many 
things. 

One day, a fine little dog, a fox-terrier named Jack, 
came bounding into the cabin, but I was not in the 
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least afraid of him, for he had been thoroughly taught 
to let me alone. But he was a meddlesome little 
fellow and pretty full of mischief, too. 

For some reason. Jack was very fond of snapping 
at and teasing a dear little boy on shipboard who 
was not strong at all, and was crossing the great 
ocean in hopes to find better health. I used to 
think if I was Robbie, I would step on Jack’s toes 
to make him yap, or slyly tweak his tail, he was such 
a mean little tease. 

But you know on great vessels they are sometimes 
troubled with mice, and as I was too young to run 
for them, and was kept pretty close in my little 
wooden house, there was a good-sized mouse-trap 
kept in a corner of the cabin. 

And on this day, in came Jack dancing on his_ 
- dandy little toes, and as usual poking about to see 
what he could find out or pry into. All at once he 
spied the trap. Up he capered, smelt of it, then 
stuck a delicate little paw into one of the holes. 

Oh, sakes! I should have thought the big fishes, 
the little fishes, and all the fishes in the sea would 
have rushed off under the water in terror at the 
racket poor little Jack made. He almost screeched 
when the wires snapped down and nearly pinched a 
little toe off. 

In a minute Robbie ran into the cabin. I won- 
dered what he would do. Now was his time to let 
Master Jack squeal on for a moment or two. But no, 


20 MADAME ANGORA 


over ran the boy, and 
very quickly and 
gently set the little 
paw free. Then he 
took trembling little 
Jack in his arms and 
began softly rubbing 
the aching, hurt little 
toe. 

The mate had come 
in and said: _ 

“So yowre not 
glad Jack got 
squeezed, hey? Well 
I should think you 
might be, he has 
pestered you often 
NY enough.” 

$2 O chee balsa 

shouldn’t be grand- 

pa’s little man if I 

felt that way,” said 

Robbie. ““ Grandpa 

says it takes a man 

to be good to any 

one who has 

been mean to 
ay Olle 

The mate 
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patted Robbie’s curly head and said, “ Right you are, 
my laddie; stick to grandpa’s advice, and a man 
yowll be some day, sure, and I’m thinking it’s con- 
siderable of a man you are already, my boy!” 

Robbie looked pleased, and I know wherever his 
grandpa was, he would have felt proud of his brave 
little man had he seen him then. 

So I began to think, after remembering all this, 
that perhaps I had better wait and see if I could do 
Master Cesar a good turn, some day, that would make 
him ashamed of his conduct, and also show him that 
I was too much of a lady to be as unkind as he had 
been. 

I did not expect that I should so soon have a 
chance to pay back Cesar in the right way. 

But now my long fur was all lovely, soft, and 
clean. I could see the edges of the black and yellow 
hair fairly sparkle in the sunlight, and it was just 
the time to go down to Mrs. Ringgold’s and see my 
daughter, the Lady Belle. 

Pretty soon I will tell you about my three beautiful 
children, — the ones I know of, — but as every mother 
thinks her own children are the loveliest in the world, 
you must not be surprised at all that I think there 
never were three such dear kitty-cats as my own 
pretty darlings. 

Now off I sailed for Mrs. Ringgold’s, walking in a 
slow, dignified way. But I was soon disturbed at 
seeing Cesar stalking along on the opposite side. I 
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kept close to the hedge so he would not see me, and 
I can assure you, we pussies are not at all pleased 
that fences have gone out of fashion as they have. 

It was one of the easiest things in the world for a 
spry puss to leap over a fence and then crawl along 
in a yard close to the edge board, without being seen 
on the sidewalk at all. A hedge is a very different 
thing. True, we can creep so close to one that it is 
not exactly easy to see us, but if we want to fly 
through it, oh, dear, such a scratching and pulling as 
we get! 

In my younger days, when I used to think it great 
sport to keep running away, it sometimes took Norah 
an hour to get the knots and burs out of my fur 
where I had scudded through the thick hedges; yet 
there were a great many fences in those days, and 
I knew as well where to run for them as a child 
would, just as well. 

So there I was, keeping almost under the hedge, 
with an eye on Cesar, when an ice-cart came along. 
Up ran Cesar — just like him! —and began barking 
with all his might. All at once —oh, dear me, it 
was a bad accident indeed! but the loud barking 
started the horses, and as they began to run, out slid 
a great piece of ice, pushing Cesar over and pinning 
him down by the tail, so that he could not move. 

He set up a terrible howling, but the rumbling 
of the heavy ice-wagon made such a noise that the 
man, who was trying to hold in the horses, could not 
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hear him. I don’t know as he would have stopped 
if he had. Cesar shouldn’t have rushed after his 
horses in that mad style. 

But as the great Newfoundland kept up his aerak 
howls, I went gingerly up and saw the cause of his 
distress. Could I help him? If so, | would. I tried 
banging myself against the ice,—boo! but it was 
cold! And I couldn’t set the fine tail free, either. 

Cesar looked around, and I think understood that 
I was trying to help him. Then I began licking 
around the edges of the ice with my warm tongue, 
to see if that would do any good. I nearly froze 
my mouth in this attempt, and oh, dear, it did so 
little good! 

Then I tried banging my whole body against the 
ice again. Yes, I actually started it; the licking had 
been of some use after all. I banged again, the ice 
gave another slide; this so encouraged me that I 
gave a big, big bang, and away it went, clean off, 
but Cesar did not move. 

He stopped howling, but looked so faint and for- 
lorn I went close and touched his tail with my paw. 
I think the feeling had gone from it so that it 
frightened the great dog. I licked it a few times, 
—hboo again! It was cold! 

After a moment or two, Cesar got slowly up, tail 
down, nozzle out straight, tongue hanging. He 
looked at me and whined. That was a friendly 
sign, and I let him see that I wanted to be at peace 
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with him. He turned toward his home, and I went 
back with him. As we came up to his kennel, he 
all at once stooped and feebly licked my head, and 
I knew that Cesar and I were friends for ever. 

It did not seem as if I was to see Lady Belle that 
morning, so, as it was near dinner time, | went care- 
fully around the side of the house. I was a little 
uncertain yet about Dulcie. But to my delight she 
came out at the kitchen door with a pan in her 
hand that had something in it that smelled deli- 
ciously, and she called out in her musical tones: 

“So you’ve made frens wid de big dog ober de 
way, has you? Well, dat’s de smartest ting yo’ve 
been an’ done dis many a day. Now I gives you 
somedings nice fo’ you’ dinner, Madame ’Gora: here’s 
de pickins ob all o’ half a chicken, wid lots ob meat 
lef on.” 

And — will you believe it ?— before I was through 
with the chicken-bones, over came Cesar with a fine, 
large fish-bone that had a rich bit of halibut clinging 
to its juicy side. 

Yes, Caesar and I have become friends, and no 
- mistake! 


CHAPTER IIL. 
MY CHILDREN 


HALLY, I believe my visit to the Lady Belle 

will have to be put off until evening. The pan 
of chicken and the plump bit of fish were so very fine 
that I think it must have taken more than half an 
hour by the great clock in the hall, before I had 
finished my beautiful dinner. 

I heard Dulcie tell Norah and Dan that “ Dat 
Madame ’Gora, she done gone an’ made frens wid 
Ceedser.”’ 

And I also heard Norah say, very impolitely, that 
she didn’t believe it, while Dan cried out, “ Well 
done for her leddyship !” 

But I promised to tell you about my children, and 
this is an excellent time to begin. 

I am now eight years old, quite an age ra a cat, 
but as we live to be eighteen years, and even older, 
I may have a long pussy-cat life before me yet. 

I was a little over seven months old when Captain 
Ross, after that long voyage, brought me to his 
comfortable home. As there was only one child 


in the family, Miss Gladys, a young lady, now Mrs. 
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Ringgold, I became at once a great pet, and although 
I was lost a number of times, owing to running away 
very naughtily when quite young, I was always found 
and brought back to my good home. 

Children, I notice, often cry and think they have 
troubles, and I once heard Gladys Ross say: 

‘‘Now, there’s Madame Angora, what a happy 
creature she ought to be, with no troubles at all!” 

But, bless me! What with scudding my life 
nearly away rushing from Cesar Carter and other 
dogs, and being bereft of my children, — that means 
having my children taken away from me, — and also 
being treated with great unthankfulness when I have 
been offering people a kindness, I am sure I have had 
my good share of troubles. 

I will tell you, by and by, how very rude and 
ungrateful some people were, one night, whom I went 
to serenade, and in telling that I shall have to speak 
of a very dear pussy-cat friend I have, only a little 
way from here, at Doctor Hoffman’s house. 

But now about my children: One morning when 
I was fifteen months old, I found myself in a large 
clothes-basket, with a thick, warm comforter in it, 
and cuddling close to my flossy sides were two of 
the cutest little creatures you ever saw! 

They were my two little kitty-kins, Puff and Fluff. 
They were such loving little mites that I could 
scarcely leave them a moment, for they would just 
cry and wail for their mother to come back. I can- 
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not tell you how cunning they were, nor how many 
people came to see them. | 

When they began rolling about the floor, hunching 
up their tiny backs, and going sideways until they 
fell over backwards, and went scratching around try- 
ing to catch their own tails, people would nearly 
choke with laughter, and I was so proud, I would sit 
smiling in my peculiar way. There is a cat-smile, 
although you might not think it, but we have a way 
of drawing the mouth back, and looking silly, per- 
haps, to people; yet we enjoy smiling as much as 
any one. 

Gladys, who is now married, and Mrs. Ringgold, as 
you have already learned, has one of my children, but 
I will come to that by and by. 

At first I did not understand why it was that 
Gladys took such splendid care of me and my kitties 
as she did. But what do you think ? 

Why, I found that, although I never was given her 
for her own pussy, yet if she looked carefully after 
me and my babies, Gladys was to be allowed to sell 
my kitty-kins when they were about three months 
old, and have the money they brought. Fine, wasn’t 
it? As she got five of what people call “ dollars” 
for each one she sold, this enabled her to get some 
pretty trinkets such as I suppose young girls like. 

That was why I missed first Puff, then Fluff, and 
-there I was, a pussy-cat mother without a kit! And 
as both of my dear babies were sold to people out of 
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town, I was deprived of the pleasure of even seeing 
them. 

Something more than a year after Puff and Fluff 
went away, | woke up another morning, and there, in 
my cosey clothes-basket, were three furry little dar- 
lings snuggling close to each other and to me. They 
were Dandy, Lady Vic,—that was for some queen 
we have all heard of, — and Baby May. 

I at once made up my mind to watch and not let 
any one sell away these dear little kitty-cats, for they 
were all three just as cunning as Puff and Fluff had 
been. They soon made hoops of their shining little 
backs, sidled one way and another, pitched over side- 
ways, looked wild as little coots out of their round 
eyes, caught their mites of tails between their paws, 
and flew into my face to make me play with them. 

Deary, deary, me! When they were three months 
old there was a great fancy Fair in the place. The 
ladies wanted to raise money with which to paint 
the church, and they told Gladys that if she would 
send my babies to the Fair to be sold, they would 
bring a great price, and she would be giving very 
handsomely to the “ cause.” 

I said to myself, “Oh, no! I don’t think they will 
have my babies to paint the church with, not a bit of 
it!” So that night I took first Dandy, then Lady Vic, 
then Baby May, and carried them to a closet in the 
attic. 

But Dandy was always the biggest little squealer 
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there ever was, and when it was all dark and still at 
night, he began squealing. Gladys heard him, and 
before I could rush up and bid him be quiet, she went 
to the closet. 

“Oh, ho!” she cried, laughing, “it must be that 
Madame heard us talking about sending the kittens 
to the Fair, for here they are all hidden away in the 
dark.” 

Well, I have never seen Dandy, Lady Vic, or Baby 
May since the next morning after that. To the Fair 
they went, and I heard Gladys telling with great pride 
how “splendidly they sold.” 

It was two years before I rejoiced over three other 
dear little kitty-kins of my own, and I at once began 
trying to think what [ could do to hold on to them. 
It was summer, fine, sweet, warm weather, when we 
did not really need the old comforter to keep us 
warm. 

These children were named Dare, Miss Pink, and 
Kitty Jess. And when these new little kitty-loves 
were five weeks old, and just as bright, just as full of 
fun, and just as beautiful as Puff, Fluff, Dandy, Lady 
Vic, and Baby May had been, I hid them where 
Gladys did not find them. 

Bless my poor heart! I couldn’t find them myself 
after awhile, but let me tell you: 

Directly opposite here, where Judge Carter’s house 
now stands, there used to be a little piece of woods. 
Some fine trees grew in the pretty lot, and there was 
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considerable underbrush, little bushes and twigs, that 
grew part way up to the trunks of the trees. In 
one tree, I think called an “oak,” were two large 
branches high up, that had started out from the 
trunk so near together that they formed a broad, 
flat place where a comfortable nest could be built. 

Did you ever hear of a cat’s nest? Then if you 
never have before you can hear of one now, for I did 
as I had often seen the birds do, the little birds that I 
do not trouble as much as some pussies like to. 

I found moss, leaves, fiber, —that means the fine 
strips or threads of bark on the trunks or branches of 
trees, — and I picked bits of wool out of the old com- 
forter, and actually made a nest to be proud of. Here 
I hid my babies. But I had to be sly, oh, very sly! 

But you know, my dear, it is the nature of a puss 
to be sly, and I used to watch my chance to go kiting 
over to the woods when I felt sure no one was watch- 
ing me. . You may be very certain, however, that this 
action on my part did not please Miss Gladys. One 
day she took me in her lap, held me up by the fore- 
paws, looked me in the face, and said, very soberly : 

‘¢ Madame Angora, I want you to tell me what you 
have done with your little family. I do not think it 
is right at all to hide them away where neither I nor 
any one else can find them. Some of my friends have 
been promised a chance to buy those kittens, and it is 
too bad to make me appear to have told a wrong 
story.” 
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I looked as stupid as I could, half shut my eyes, 
and acted like a regular know-nothing. 

“Oh, come, Madame,” said Gladys, fretfully, “ wake 
up, do! I want to find those pretty little kits; see 
what a lovely lunch of chicken Norah has for them.” 

- Norah had come into the room and put a plate of 
nicely minced chicken meat on the floor, such as my 
babies would have admired, but I never made a step 
toward taking even one little piece. 

“ Oh, you naughty Madame!” Gladys exclaimed, “ I 
shall do my very best to find out your fine secret.” 

But I kept my pussy-mites all safe and sound in 
their nice little nest, managing to hide away food in 
the daytime, and taking it to them at night, until, 
alas! the mischievous little monkeys began crawling 
around the branches, scaring me dreadfully, for fear 
they would fall and perhaps be seen. 

And once that frolicsome Dare did go scratching, 
tearing, bumping down, down to the ground. but, 
like a true pussy-cat, he landed on his feet and broke 
no bones; still, he hurt a tender little paw, and for a 
few days was quiet enough. 

Then, one morning, oh, dear, dear! I have to blink 
and sigh when I think of it. There! I am crying, and 
shall have to stop a moment in the middle of my 
story. 


CHAPTER IV. 
MORE ABOUT MY CHILDREN 


OW I feel better and can go on. As I was going 

to tell you when my feelings overcame me, one 

morning, Dare went on light, gay little toes, right 

down into the underbrush. I called, begging him to 
come back, but at that he darted into the road. 

I started after him, just as a fine carriage came 
along. I thought it best to wait until the horses went 
by before running up to him,as I was afraid he 
might scamper right under their hoofs if he saw me 
coming. 

What was my distress to see the carriage stop, and 
a very pretty boy get out who was lame, who called, 
¢ Kitty! kitty! kitty!’’ And if that little seamp of a 
Dare didn’t jump straight into his arms! Then the 
lame boy got back into the carriage, and in a minute 
off it drove. That was the last I saw of my lively 
little Dare. 

I think the gentleman who was driving the carriage 
should have waited and inquired if no one had missed 
a pet kitten. He did look around awhile, but the 


boy seemed to be begging him to go on, and I must 
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confess Dare did not look like a very well-kept kitty ; 
but it grieved me that he should be taken for a little 
tramp. He was not that at all, as you know. 

But I made up my mind that the lame boy was 
probably an unfortunate pet, and so his father in- 
dulged him. And then, too, strange as it may seem, 
I felt glad, after all, that Gladys would not get a 
chance to sell away my sprightly little Dare for money 
to buy trinkets with. 

Ah, but I was surprised enough, on running back, to 
find Miss Pink and Kitty Jess playing in the under- 
brush, for I felt sure Gladys or Mrs. Ross would see 
them, come after them, and sell them away, unless I 
could get them back into a place of safety. 

In a hole in a tree I had some bits of food I had 
saved from my meals, and with these I managed to 
_coax my babies back to their home, yet I felt very 
much troubled. It was pussy-kitty nature to want to 
roam about. Could I keep my little dears near me 
much longer? I feared not. Still, I would do my 
best to keep them as long as I could. 

But Miss Pink and Kitty Jess had seen their little 
brother run off on those brave, quick little paws, and, 
come to find out, their little paws were just as brave 
and fleet as his. And only two days after Dare 
had disappeared, my other two wayward little 
kits had gone, I did not know where. 

I tried my best not to mourn, and to look at the 
matter sensibly. Had I been kept in a nest in a tree 
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when I was little, | Anew I should have run away, for 
did not I frighten Gladys and kind Mrs. Ross dread- 
fully by running away every chance | could get when 
they first had me? I did indeed. So why feel too 
badly over what was bound to happen? Yet I did 
rebel against having my kittens sold for “ money,” 
and I was not sorry that I was not a mother again 
for quite a long time. 

It was a year ago this spring that | was very happy, 
one fine, breezy morning, to feel the soft little sides 
of three dear little kitties nestling against me, and I 
said again, ¢hey shall not be sold away from me! 

Now in the cellar, a place where I never stay long, 
I knew of there being an old stove with a snug, yet 
wide, oven. Cats are often taught tricks, and one of 
the things Mrs. Ross had taught me, was to open a 
door that had a latch to it. I would give a quick 
leap, strike my strong forepaw against the latch, and 
unfasten it in an instant. 

But you see, my dear, I was such a well-fed pussy, 
that I never cared to go prowling in the cellar after 
mice or moles, as some of my kind do, nor did Mrs. 
Ross or Gladys like to have me, either. My hand- 
some coat would get very much soiled if 1 went into 
the coal-bins, as I was sometimes forced to do when a 
dog gave me chase. 

So, I so seldom went into the cellar, except for a 
moment or two at a time, that no one in the house 
would be likely to think I knew anything about that 
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old stove. It was all by itself in a far corner away off 
from the kitchen, where, if a kitten should give a little 
cry, no one in the house would be likely to hear it. 

Then I knew another thing; when I had to go 
away and leave my little dears, I could shut the door 
of the oven, and when I came back I could open it. 
For the door of an oven opens much like the latch of 
a wooden door. 

There were large dampers that let in a good deal 
of air, and the door had holes in it, where isin- 
glass, or mica, had once been. And it came into my 
mind as soon as I saw this new little family, that 
there would be the place to safely hide my pretty 
little kitty-bits away. 

But was ever another poor Madame Puss watched 
as was I? It seemed as though either Mrs. Ross, 
Gladys, or Norah, had an eye on me every moment. 

I wanted to get the babies out of the way while 
they were very young, as then I should stand a better 
chance of keeping them to myself. And I felt that I 
would much rather take them when they were two 
months old, carry them to different doors, and leave 
them as presents, so giving them away myself, than 
to have them go, nobody knew where, — that is, no 
pussy-body, —.or have them sold for those old dollars. 

So, while three persons were always watching me, 
I was always watching them. 

One day, there came the loud clang of the fire- 
alarm. The great bell kept clashing out some num- 
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bers, and pretty soon Gladys rushed into the room, 
crying out: 

“Oh, mamma, the steam fire-engines are going 
down only two streets from here ; come up in the attic 
and you can see the smoke.” 

I grinned with delight, and said to myself, “ All 
right, my dear, while you go up attic I will go down 
cellar.” 

Off ran Gladys and her mother, and in another 
moment Norah went too. Then, quick as a flash, I 
whisked first Prince Charlie, then Lady Belle, then, 
little Floss Marie into the cellar and into the oven. 

Oh, it was all soft and cosy, I can tell you! Plenty 
of rags were in the bottom of the oven, plenty of air 
was about as I clapped to the door, and ran on tip- 
toe back to my bed in the sitting-room. 

When Mrs. Ross, Gladys, and Norah came down- 
stairs, was demurely curled up in the clothes-basket. 
The alarm had been made shortly before lunch-time, 
and for several moments no one noticed me at all. 
Then Gladys said : 

“¢Oh, I must go over and see Madame’s dear little 
babies.” The next moment she gave a scream. 

‘¢ Mamma!” she cried, “ they’re gone! Every one 
of them! All three are gone! Oh, Madame, you sly, 
naughty, wicked puss!”’ And she actually pushed 
me from side to side in such a rude way that I 
jumped away from her and growled. 

This was something new for me. Mrs. Ross and 
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Gladys had been kind and gentle always. All that I 
had to find fault with was the habit of selling my 
babies away, and what mother, I should like to know, 
would enjoy haying such a thing as that done? 

I heard Mrs. Ross say, “ We must watch her, 
watch her very closely ;” but Gladys said, half crying, 
“ Yes, but you know we never found her last little 
brood. Tm afraid she carries them so far off that 
they cannot find their way back.” 

Three weeks passed away. A time of joy and of 
anxiety for me. No one had heard a whimper from 
Prince Charlie, Lady Belle, nor Floss Marie. They 
had been well fed, were growing plump, round, and 
— restless. 

Oh, what should I do? Six-weeks-old kitties are 
not very easily kept still, and my great fear was that 
Dan, in going about the cellar, would hear the little 
mewing they kept up when I was obliged to leave 
them. But one day Gladys again took me in her 
arms, and holding my face up before hers, said: 

“¢ Oh, Madame, dear, if only I could make you under- 
stand, you wouldn’t spirit off those babies of yours 
any farther, and leave them perhaps to die.” 

I almost laughed in her face. If she had known 
how those same babies were banging their poor little 
sides, and swishing their little tails against the walls 
of the old oven at that moment, I do not believe she 
would have worried much about their dying, not for 
one while, atany rate. But I confess to pricking up my 
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ears and listening with new interest to what Gladys 
had next to say. She went on in a crooning tone: 

‘¢ Well, didn’t you like it, having your booful babies 
sold away where you couldn’t see them any more? 
Perhaps that isn’t any wonder, Madame, but if you 
only knew it, we don’t mean to send any of these last 
little kitty-winks where you couldn’t see them every 
day. I want to keep one for my very own, for you 
know I am to be married soon, and live close by here, 
only three doors off. 

“Then Mr. Vancloo, of Hotel Vancloo, wanted 
pretty Prince Charlie, and would pay well for him, 
too; and Mrs. Leroy, who lives at Euclid Circle, that 
erand new part of the town, has offered me a big sum 
for the little Floss Marie. So you see all three of 
your fluffy babies would be near by, where you could 
see them at any time, and would have lovely homes 
where they would be made everything of. P-l-e-a-s-e, 
Madame Angora, won’t you tell Gladys where they 
are {?? ; 

But I put on the stupid look that always made 
Gladys fretful, because I was not yet ready to give up 
the care of my little dears. Still, I was pleased at 
what had been said. 

We live in a very aristocratic — which means fine, 
noble, and choice —suburb of a great city, where 
many of the people are rich, keep plenty of servants, 
and have handsome horses and houses. I knew all 
about Mr. Ringgold, who came every evening to see 
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Gladys, and was not surprised to hear that in a few 
months she was to be married and have a nice home 
of her own. This, you see, would keep Lady Belle 
right with me for some time, which would make me 
very happy. 

Mr. Vancloo was the pro-pri-e-tor, which means 
he was owner, of a fine hotel named for him, where he 
lived. He was part French, part American, had beau- 
titul manners and a showy but kind wife. Prince 
Charlie would be in clover if he became Mrs. Van- 
cloo’s pet kitten. 

Mrs. Leroy was a rich widow who lived in great 
style at Euclid Circle. She kept pretty carriages, 
had a lovely garden, and I knew darling little Floss 
Marie would have one of the very finest of homes if 
she went to live with Mrs. Leroy. 

So I knew that before long I should give up my 
kitty-kits, and let Gladys do with them as she had 
planned, only I couldn’t help wanting to make sure 
that she meant what she said. And pretty soon I 
found she did mean it, for only a day or two later I 
heard her talking with her mother, and saying how 
awiully disappointed she should be if Lady Belle did 
not appear again, that she feared Mr. Vancloo would 
think it very strange if Prince Charlie could not be 
found, and that Mrs. Leroy would feel very badly if, 
after all, she missed getting little Floss Marie. 

Really, come to think it over, things promised to 
turn out for me in a very, very pleasant way. 


CHAPTER V. 
WHERE MY CHILDREN WENT 


FTER a few more days, and a week from the 

time that Gladys had begged me to let her find 

my kitties, Mrs. Ross and Gladys went to the city 

shopping, and I knew would be gone all the morning. 

Norah was up-stairs sweeping, so I set to work for a 
very busy time too. 

Oh, how I had to scrub those babies! And scrub- 
bing is very hard work for a mother-cat. I had to lick 
and pat long and patiently to get the little things half 
clean. Then I took them all three up to the sitting- 
room, and bit by bit dragged the pieces of rags from 
the oven and hid them behind the ash-barrel. If 
Dulcie or Norah found them there, they might think 
what they pleased, or Dan either. 

After awhile Norah came down-stairs. There were 
my cute little children tearing around, making things 
lively, you can believe; but in a moment Floss Marie 
had stopped her capering. I was sorry to see her 
upset Mrs. Ross’s work-basket, the one in which she 
kept her worsteds, and as Floss Marie began playing 
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with them, she got all tangled in and couldn’t unwind 
herself. 

How Norah stared, then shouted with laughter at 
what she saw. She laughed so loud that Dulcie 
peeped into the room to see what was the matter. 

‘¢Oh, de sakes alive!” she exclaimed; ‘“ dat Madame 
’Gora, she a cute one! Now whar d’u ’xpect she kep’ 
dose little rascals all 
dis yere time 2” 

But Norah was 
getting Floss Marie 
out of the yarn. 
«¢She’s knit herself 









FLOSS MARIE. 


all up,’ she said, “and it'll take some time to un- 
ravel her. It’s hard tellin’ which “is worsted and 
which is soft, silk fur, but when I get her out, I think 
my leddies will have to be washed a bit.” 

Dulcie said she guessed the best thing she could do 
would be to go and warm some milk, and I felt very 
glad to hear her say that, for I was beginning to fear 
my little ones had had scarcely enough to eat that last 
week. 
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Really, my dear, I wish you could have seen those 
little fluffs when Dulcie put a pudding-dish of rich, 
warm milk on the tiles by the fireplace. Floss Marie 
had come out of the yarn at last, and three little red 
tongues went in and out so fast that three little heads 
bobbed gently up and down. Three beautiful little 
brush tails wagged to and fro with sweet delight, and 
three happy little kits had closed their eyes and given 
themselves up to the new pleasure of lapping fresh, 
warm milk, that I suspect had a good dash of cream 
in it. 

Dulcie kept saying: “Now, did you ever! Say 
now, did you ever!”? And Norah said no, she never 
did in all her life! 

Then Norah took a wash-basin, and sponged my 
babies off in great shape, afterward taking the brush 
with which I was brushed every day, making them 
look so beautifully I was sorry any one of them was 
to be taken from me. 

Prince Charlie was black, gray, and white, and was 
‘¢marked” as they called it, very prettily. Lady Belle 
was a beauty. - She was like me, yellow, black, and 
white. Like me, also, she had fine black hair parted 
in the middle of her forehead, then turned away, leav- 
ing her face clear and white. On her white fluffy 
breast was a little black rosette. I had a bow-knot in 
the same spot; Lady Belle’s was a complete rosette. 

Floss Marie was a perfect little creature as ever 
was seen. She was entirely yellow and white. Her 
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face was white, with a little yellow bang parted across 
her forehead. Her breast was white as snow. Her 
back and sides were spotted yellow and white, and 
her thick brush tail was yellow, with three good inches 
of white at the end of it. 

She was the most affectionate little thing one could 
imagine. For a little while she would play with her 
brother and sister, then over she would come and 
nestle close under my chin, and keep rubbing her 
little yellow head against me, to make me pet and 
fondle her. 

I was sorry to notice that Prince Charlie seemed 
jealous of his little sister when I caressed her. Jeal- 
ousy is one of the very meanest of faults, so I felt L 
must teach Charlie that I did not like that trait or 
habit of his; it will get even a pussy into trouble. 

So a few times, when he came knocking quite 
roughly up against me when I was petting Floss 
Marie, I turned and boxed his ears smartly, yet I 
_ wanted Charlie to know that I loved my children all 
alike. He went whimpering off when I rapped him, 
but each time, after Floss Marie had gone back to her 
play, I went over and fondled him, to let him know 
that I felt he was my dear son. 

And Charlie understood and learned his lesson 
well. He would watch when I petted Floss Marie 
or Lady Belle, but did not come near me until they 
had run away ; then, when he came up for his share of 
attention, he found there were just as many loving 
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pats and just as much coddling for him as there had 
been for his little sisters. I really am very proud of 
Prince Charlie. 

Well, the children were seven weeks old when I 
brought them from the cellar, and now I must tell 
you of Mrs. Ross’s and Gladys’s delight that day when 
they saw them again. 

After the kitties had filled themselves with warm 
milk, and been cleaned and brushed off so beautifully, 
they grew heavy and“*sleepy, as well they might, and 
I know the clothes-basket felt like a grand, wide, soft 
bed to them, for they snuggled down, three of the 
most satisfied, contented little kitty-cats there ever 
were, and soon were fast asleep. 

When the lunch-bell rang, Mrs. Ross and Gladys 
had come home and were all ready to enjoy. their 
lunch. I kept perfectly still, and Norah never told a 
word. I think she was going to enjoy their surprise 
as much as any one, and she made an excuse to follow 
them as they went to the sitting-room and sat quietly 
down. ; 

All at once I got up and yawned. Then Prince 
Charlie stretched his little legs and yawned. At that, 
up got Lady Belle, ran out her furzy neck and yawned. 
Then little Floss Marie got slowly up, stretched her 
little yellow head, and yawned so hard, she fairly ran 
out her little red tongue. 

Such amused, glad, and merry peals of laughter as 
rang through the room! My babies huddled close to 
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me, really frightened. But when they felt the gentle 
touch of Mrs. Ross’s and Gladys’s soft hands, they let 
them both pet away as much as they wanted to. 

I honestly think there were tears in Gladys’s eyes, 
she was so pleased, and Mrs. Ross kept saying: 

“ Youre a good pussy, Madame, you’re a good 
pussy to bring us back your darling little kitties.” 

« And they’re all going to be right here in town,” 
cried Gladys, “close by, where you can visit each 
other, and not be really parted at all.” 

This was the pleasant promise I had hoped to hear 
repeated, and I think the next week could scarcely have* 
been a happier one for me, for Gladys declared she 
must have all the little family together for a few days. 
Once she asked her mother anxiously if she thought I 
would hide them again, but Mrs. Ross replied: 

“No, I think Madame Angora is too sensible a cat 
to try hiding eight-weeks kittens where they wouldn’t 
make themselves seen or heard.” 

And now that I knew Gladys meant to do as she 
said, I was well content to let matters take their 
course. | 

Now, although I am only a Mrs. Pussy-cat, I have 
found out a great many things for myself. And I 
soon found out that when even small animals are 
very happy, the time passes very quickly. That week 
actually flew by. 

Then one day Prince Charlie was brushed out as 
smooth as silk, a great red satin bow of ribbon was at 
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the back of his neck, and precious little Floss Marie 
was brushed until she shone like gold and snow, and 
a rich bow of yellow satin ribbon was on her soft, 
downy neck, too. 

I kissed and kissed my children, knowing they were 
going away. And sure enough, before long a tilbury, 
a high, stylish English carriage, came dashing up to 
the door, and out got Mr. Vancloo. He said some- 
thing in a low, gen-tle-man-ly sounding voice, called 
my Charlie “ Moseer,” and holding him in his arms he 
returned to the carriage and his man drove them away. 

Then a victoria drove up, a low carriage in which 
were seated a coachman and a lady. The lady did 
not get out, but the coachman rang the bell, and I 
heard the lady say: 

“¢T have come for my cunning little kitten.” 

Her voice was low and sweet, and I watched while 
Norah put dear little Floss Marie into Mrs. Leroy’s 
arms. Then the victoria swept away. 

I comforted myself by thinking that the next day 
I would go first to Hotel Vancloo, then to Euclid 
Circle, and call on my dear children. How very nice 
to have them so near! And then, there was Lady 
Belle for me still to cuddle and play with. Surely 
there was much to be thankful for. 

I think my little Lady missed her playmates that 
day, for she was very quiet for her, but Gladys made 
so much of her I am sure she could not have been so 
very lonely. 
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As for me, | got along very well until night came, 
but when I jumped into the clothes-basket with only 
Lady Belle to curl up to my motherly sides, I had a 
little ache somewhere, I don’t know exactly where, 
only that it was way inside of me. 

The house grew very quiet, and would soon be shut 
up for the night. I knew the best thing I could do 
would be to sleep as soundly as I could; Lady Belle 
had been dreaming a long time. 

All at once I heard a queer little sound, just the 
faintest little patter in the world. I started up to 
see what it could be, when there was a hop, a purr, a 
wild rubbing against my cheek, and there was poor, 
dear little Floss Marie, perfectly crazy with delight 
at being back with her own mgther again. 

And, if you'll believe me, that tiny mite had scram- 

bled into the cellar window, come over the wood-pile, 
and leaped up the stairs and through the door that 
soon would have been bolted for the night. 
- You can believe I kissed and fondled my baby over 
and over again, and was so happy I couldn’t sleep 
even after the dear little yellow and white ball was 
snoring lightly in a soft, contented way. 

Oh, it had been still a long time, and the tall clock 
in the hall had struck eleven, and I was thinking how 
foolish I was not to go to sleep, when a scratching at 
the cellar door started me up again. Could it be that 
a mouse was trying to pick through under the door ? 
If so, I would soon teach it better manners! 
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I tiptoed over and listened. Then came a push 
and —a “mew.” And if there wasn’t Charlie! my 
Prince Charlie, trying to get into the kitchen! _ 

Now what could I do? The door had a latch; I 
could manage that easily enough, but it also had a 
bolt! Could I spring up, whack the ball of the bolt 
up, then push it back? I could try. 

I have heard it said that the mothers of little chil- 
dren that are called “ people,’ will do great and 
wonderful things for their little ones. I wonder if 
“ people” know how much animals will sometimes do 
for their young? Perhaps so. I have heard some 
very touching stories showing that animals will risk 
great dangers, and even their lives, for their little 
ones. 

I made my paw quite sore, that night, flying at and 
slapping the bolt, but at last I got it back, little by 
little; then the latch was lifted very quickly. Poor, 
proud little Prince Charlie was as happy as Floss 
Marie had been, to find himself close to his mother 
again, and with my three babies crowding me up to 
the side of the clothes-basket, I fell into a most 
lovely, peaceful sleep. 

And I dreamed that we were fastened together 
with little chains that no one could break, so that we 
need never be separated again. But I also dreamed 
that after a time my babies wanted to go out into the 
great world, and didn’t like being chained to their 
mother-puss. So I knew it was better that the dear 
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children should be free, because the time would surely 
come when they would want to roam about and see 
the world for themselves. That dream did me much 
good. 

But 1 was a very proud and happy mother that 
night. And as for my children, how could I say 
what I thought of them? How did that tiny Floss 
Marie, only eight weeks old, get away and find the 
road back from Euclid Circle? And how did Prince. 
Charlie escape from the Hotel Vancloo and find his 
way back to Lenox Avenue ? 

And how did either of the dear little creatures 
know enough to come tumbling over the high wood- 
pile, and popping over the cellar stairs to the kitchen 
door? Oh, they certainly were the most knowing 
kitty-brights that ever a pussy-mother had! 


CHAPTER VI. 
POMP 


HE next morning, Mrs. Ross, Gladys, and Norah 

could not help having great sport when they 

saw those three kits tossing about in the sitting-room, 

as much at home as they could be. And I was 

greatly amused at the questions they asked, and the 
many things they wondered about. 

“ Now, Madame,” said Gladys, sitting down by the 
basket, — for I slept until late, I was awake so long, 
— “tell the truth, Madame; did you go and slyly get 
first Prince Charlie, then Floss Marie, and bring them 
home again ? 

“Oh, naughty Madame Angora, you mustn’t do 
that! What will people think to come and get a 
kitten for which they pay a good round price,’ —as 
if I cared for the “ price!” — “and then, first thing 
they know, find they haven’t any kitten at all? Now 
ve got to take Charlie, carry him back to Hotel 
Vancloo, then I must take Floss Marie and trot with 
her over to Euclid Circle. It’s too bad, Madame!” 

And after breakfast Gladys started out in the hot 


summer morning to take Prince Charlie back to the 
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hotel. Could I have spoken out, I should have told 
Charlie not to run away again. But I had an idea 
they would watch him so closely he would not get 
away so easily a second time. 

But before Gladys returned for Floss Marie, a 
buggy drove up to the door, and a smart lady’s maid 
asked if the little cat had run back that her mistress, 
Mrs. Leroy, brought home the day before. 

I listened eagerly to what might be said, for as 
you know, my dear, I was not in the very least to 
blame for what my children had done. I had been 
glad enough to see them, glad to find they loved their 
mother so well and wanted to run back to her, but — 
imagine my feelings if you can, when I heard that 
woman say : 

“Well, I hope that old Tabby-cat isn’t goin’ to 
keep a-fetchin’ her young one back here, is she?” 

“Old Tabby-cat,” indeed! I had never been called 
such a name before in my life! I had the greatest 
. mind to.rush for Floss Marie, fly with her into a tree, 
and manage somehow to keep her away from Euclid 
Circle for ever. ‘Old Tabby-cat,”’ forsooth! 

But Mrs. Ross had drawn herself up until she 
looked taller than usual, and said, in a slow, dignified 
way: 

“1 do not think our Madame had anything to do | 
with her kitten’s coming back to us. The little thing 
was probably homesick for her mother, but if Mrs. 
Leroy has an idea that — ” | 
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“ Oh, laws, ma’am,” broke in the maid, well taken 
down and half afraid at Mrs. Ross’s manner, “ Mrs. 
Leroy didn’t think for a moment, ma’am, as any one 
here was to blame, and I mind me, she said I was to 
be careful how I asked for the little cat, but if she’s 
here, and you’d please be givin’ her to me, we'll try 
to be watchin’ her more in the future.” | 

I don’t know how it was, but the maid spoke and 
seemed so different from her mistress, who looked 
gentle and kind, that I said to myself: ‘This woman 
doesn’t know as much as she might: what she says 
doesn’t sound right ; if she knew more, she would speak. 
like my mistress, who is a lady, and like her mistress, 
who is a lady too, and whose words come in in the’ 
right place.” 

And I was glad, very glad, when Mrs. Ross refused 
to give Floss Marie over to the maid’s care, but said 
that her daughter would carry the kitten back, as she 
had said she should do, and would explain things to 
Mrs. Leroy. ‘The woman went away looking uncom- 
fortable, and I know will be more caréful how she 
speaks to a lady another time when she is sent on an 
errand. 

Then I was again without my two children, and 
Charlie did not come back while very young. Dulcie 
laughed and said she guessed “they buttered his 
feet,” whatever she meant by that. But the tiny 
Floss Marie, who did not grow nearly as fast as 
Prince Charlie or Lady Belle, managed to get away 
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and run back to her mother. And so three times 
Gladys carried her back to Euclid Circle, where they 
had considerable sport over her. But after awhile, 
when she found I visited her nearly every day, and 
would not let her follow me back, little Floss Marie 
did not run away again, but after a few months both 
she and Charlie grew old enough to run over to Cap- 
tain Ross’s house for little calls and then run back to 
their own mistresses. 

All three of my dear children have beautiful homes, 
and are very happy. Gladys was married several 
months ago, when her father, Captain Ross, came 
home from one of his long voyages, and, as you know, 
she is now Mrs. Ringgold, and has the care of my 
dear Lady Belle, who is a lovely great pussy. 

My children are now a year old, for I have come 
up to the present time. Prince Charlie is a splendid 
great fellow. verybody that sees him wants to buy 
him. He stalks along like a prince indeed, and will 
not allow people to handle him unless he happens to 
like their looks, and is a terror, I am afraid, to less 
well-conditioned cats who want to visit around Hotel 
Vancloo. Neither Mr. nor Mrs. Vancloo would part 
with him for a pile of those “ dollars” I never thought 
much of. | | 

Lady Belle is as much of a pet as ever I was, which 
is saying a great deal, and dear, tender little Floss 
Marie runs to meet her mother with all the love and 
kisses she had for me when a tiny pussy-kin. Mrs. 
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Leroy is extremely fond of her. She is fed on bits | 
of cooked birds, cream, and soups, and sleeps in a 
padded box in Mrs. Leroy’s own room. 

Dear me! I hope they won’t make her too delicate 
with petting and indulgence, but all three of my chil- 
dren seem to have my excellent health, for which I 
am very thankful. 

There, now! Tve been all the afternoon, all the 
evening, and half of the next morning telling about 
myself and my children, but I hope I haven’t tired 
you » Lite funny part is, | haven’t made that call on 
Lady Belle yet, but I will go some time to-day. 

Now I will tell a little about Pomp, the most gallant 
and attentive friend I have. And first, you: must 
know he is a magnificent Persian cat belonging to 
Doctor Hoffman, a very skilful physician at Harris 
Square. 

I have heard that Pomp was a present to Doctor 
Hoffman from a man whose life he saved after a 
dreadful illness, and that the pussy was brought here 
direct from Persia, which also is a great kingdom of 
Asia in the Far Kast. He certainly is the most splen- 
did cat I have ever known, and his manners to his 
friends are most fine and courtly, which means, are 
like the manners of those who are about the court 
of a king. } 

Pomp measures thirty-six inches, a full yard, from 
the tip of his nose to the tip of his tail. He weighs’ 
twenty pounds, and his fur is a dark blue-gray. 


POMP «BB 


There is.a white star on his forehead, and a band of 
white in the Queen KHlizabeth ruff around his neck. 
He looks like a cat-soldier as he marches along Har- 
ris Square and up here to Lenox Avenue. For Pomp 
calls on me very regularly. We have been friends 





POMP. 


for years, and were never known to have a quarrel, 
or even a spat. 

Neither is Pomp the least mite afraid of Judge 
Carter’s great Casar. He once taught Caesar a lesson 
which the Newfoundland will never forget. As you 
know, Cesar used to think it great sport to rush 
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wildly out, and try to scare me nearly out of my 
senses, — for pussy-cats have senses, my dear, I can 
assure you. Pomp has a fine deep bass voice, while 
I have a very good contralto. 

One evening Pomp and | were having a nice little 
duet right in my own back yard, when Cesar rushed 
at us, barking like mad. In an instant I had scam- 
pered to the wood-pile in the cellar, but Pomp merely 
hunched up his back, and made a few remarks in his 
lowest bass. | 

But, as Cesar turned away, full of pride and tri- 
umph, I saw Pomp all at once give a quick leap on to 
his back, and give his ear a most awful tweak, mak- 
ing the big dog fairly howl with pain. He went flying 
back to his kennel, and pretty soon Judge Carter’s 
man began washing off Cesar’s ear, and putting 
something on it from a bottle. From that day to 
this, Cassar has let Pomp alone. 

I said a little while ago that my feelings had been 
very much hurt by the treatment I had sometimes 
received from people whom I was trying to do a 
kindness; and so, if you will please keep sober and 
not think it something funny, I will tell you how very 
unkindly I and my friends were once served when 
we were offering a kindness to a dear young person. 

There is a little girl lives in the house next to 
Judge Carter’s, named Kittie Blume. I always thought 
a good deal of her because her name was Kittie. She 
is a pretty child, and a few months ago was to have 
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a birthday party. I purred the matter over with Pomp 
and two other pussy friends who live near by, and we 
agreed that, to please Miss Kittie, we would sing her 
a sweet little song after the party was over, and 
shortly before she would be falling asleep. 

Why it is that some people are so set against hear- 
ing a fine cat-concert I cannot imagine. People get 
together and sing and sing, never thinking of such a 
thing as our being disturbed by it. But the rudeness 
and meanness with which some people will treat a 
couple — or a trio, that is, ‘three, or a quartet, 
- meaning four — pussy-cat friends who wish to sing 
together, well, really, | cannot understand it! 

But that evening we settled ourselves gracefully on 
the bulkhead of the cellar which was under Miss 
Kittie’s window. Pomp gave the note on which we 
were to begin, and, to make the surprise all the more 
complete, we all four struck at once into a grand 
chorus. 3 

We were doing our prettiest when, bless me! oh, 
bless me! what did happen? I heard no sound, 
neither did Pomp, Gloss, nor Sallie, until —crack! 
crack! crack! Sparks flew, and pussy-cats’ heels 
flew, too, I can tell you! We went tumbling and 
scratching over each other until I reached the friendly 
wood-pile with something pounding within me as if it 
would burst. I think it must have been what people 
call a “heart,” and I also think it must be the heart 
that aches when we feel bad. 
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But I did not ache that night so much as I blustered 
and scolded, for | was very angry, very angry, indeed ! 
Pomp did not desert me, but reached the wood-pile 
at the same time I did. My sides trembled so, and 
I felt so tired with fast running, that it was good to 
hear Norah calling me from the rear door, so, bid- 
‘ding Pomp good night, I was soon in my comfortable 
clothes-basket. 

The next day I thought best to go into Kittie 
Blume’s yard and find out, if I could, what it was they 
threw at us from the window. All I could see were 
some bits of white paper and what looked like tiny 
pebbles. But I heard the cook say: 


“Oh, me! but the way the torpedoes and pussy-cats’ 


tails were flying about the place last night!” 

So I knew that Mr. Blume had rewarded us for giv- 
ing a fine serenade to his daughter Kittie by throwing 
what people call “ torpedoes” at us. They must have 
been large ones, for the noise they made on striking 
the bulkhead was frightful, and, Kittie or no Kittie, 
little Miss Blume will have no more serenades on 
her birthdays from the Angoras of the neighbour- 
hood. 

I have not tried giving a concert since that night, 
but there has a new Angora pussy arrived at Squire 
Dean’s, down the street. Pomp thinks it is no reason 


that Squire Dean would treat us with great rudeness | 


because Mr. Blume did. So to-night Pomp, Gloss, 
Sallie, and I intend giving a welcome in song to the 
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CHAPTER VIL. 
THE SECOND SERENADE 


HESE days are long, bright, and sunny, for it 
is called “ May,’ a sweet time of bloom and 
ereenness everywhere. 

Around the front and one side of Captain Ross’s 
house is a wide piazza, and at each front corner is 
a-kind of post with a flat top. The right-hand one | 
as you come out of the door is my favourite nook 
and perch. Here the sun hes all the morning, but 
in the afternoon it is cool and shady. 

From this pleasant resting-place, I can see the 
people and the carriages go by, can see on the instant 
any stray cat that thinks it safe to come a-parading 
up the walk or lawn,—he doesn’t generally parade 
very far before he changes his mind and. thinks it 
safer to scamper back again, — can see Cesar trotting 
peacefully by, or can spy out and go to meet Prince 
Charlie, Lady Belle, or little Floss Marie. 

There is a lovely woodbine twines about the white 
pillars, which gives beautiful shade in the summer, 
and you may not know it, but mice are fond of 


having a home in woodbine, and will live in it if they 
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see a chance. I have scared away more than one 
mother-mouse that wanted to build a snug little nest 
in one of the thick parts of the vine. We don’t want 
any mice running over our piazza, either floor or roof. 

It is my habit, afternoons, to have a fine long nap 
on what I call my “perch.” Mornings, when here, 
there is too much going on and too much to see for 
any naps to come in, and evenings there are too many 
visits to pay, or too many friends to receive to think 
of sleeping. 

You know pussy-cats can see almost in the dark. 
This is because the pupils of our eyes, that is, the 
little centre circle of the eye, can dilate, which means 
expand or grow larger, when we want it to. That 
is one particular reason why we enjoy going about 
in the evening, or at night. 

Then there are many dangers for us during the 
day, which we are more free from at night. Swift 
horses, tormenting boys, crowds of people, teasing 
dogs, all these we meet but few of after dark, com- 
pared to what we do in daylight. And then we like 
the quiet because it gives us a chance to hear our 
own voices. | 

Now I am on my perch, have had a good lunch 
and nap, so will tell you about my visit to Lady Belle, 
also how we fared when we went to serenade the new 
Angora pussy. There is considerable to tell about 
both. | 7 

When I got to Mrs. Ringgold’s, or Gladys’s house, 
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1 did not see Lady Belle coming to meet me; instead 
of that I found a very sick-looking Lady Puss curled 
miserably up on the back-door step. 

For some time it was in vain that I tried to make | 
out what was the matter with my poor Belle, but I 
understood only too quickly when Gladys came out, 
and after petting me a moment or two, said: ) 

‘Poor Lady Belle, ’'m very sorry for you, but 
youll have to learn that stealing and eating raw fish 
is not good for pussy-Angoras, and I don’t believe 
you will do that again very soon.” 

This was sad news for me. Pussies of the Angora 
family are not thieves very often, and to think that 
a child of mine should have stolen anything, — well, 
I was not so very sorry if it had made her sick. 

But raw, or poorly cooked fish is not wholesome ~ 
either for people or for pussy-cats, although pussies 
are very fond of the smell of fish either cooked or 
raw. es. 

I remember finding Prince Charlie on the kitchen 
table one day with a raw oyster in his mouth, and 
Lady Belle watching him eagerly, when they were 
little tiny mites, and I rapped Charlie’s ears until he 
squealed well. It frightened Lady Belle to see me 
box Charle so smartly, and I do not believe they 
ever took anything again without leave while they 
were with me. | 

And I do not think any of my children are really 
given to thieving. Iam sure I should hope not. 
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But the mother of a large family usually knows 
what to do for a sick child, so leading Lady Belle 
over to the lawn, 1 forced her to chew and swallow 
a quantity of grass. I knew what I was about, and 
although the poor dear made up dreadful cat-faces, 
and tried to run away, | made her keep on eating 
until she got more sick still, and then the medicine 
did its work and she was quickly relieved. 

I know it seemed harsh, and made her feel 
wretchedly for a little while, but before I came away 
she was beginning to feel more like her lively self 
again, and she made me understand that she was 
erateful to me for dosing her. The next time she 
feels so miserably she will eat grass without being 
made to. It is excellent medicine for an ailing 
pussy-cat. 

Now I come to the song-welcome we gave the new 
Angora at Squire Dean’s. I think the pussy’s name 
is very pretty, and if she only keeps clean, she will 
be considered a very handsome puss. Her name is 
Clover, and she is entirely white. 

It is said that white pussies are nearly always deaf, 
so we decided that in serenading Clover we must 
come up to a pretty high, strong key before we got 
through. And we also thought it best to wait until 
pretty late, when it would be very quiet outside 
before we began. 

I do not often stay out all night. Some one, either 
Mrs. Ross, Norah, or perhaps Dulcie, comes and calls 
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me before the house is shut up. But I notice that 
people now and then go into company in the evening 
and do not get home until it is very late indeed, 
sometimes almost morning. 

And at my age, which is getting elderly for a 
Madame Puss, if once in awhile I want to make 
a night of it, visiting, or sleeping on the roof, in this 
mild, soft weather, why, I think I should be allowed 
to. 

All I wonder at is, however, that I am alive to-day. 
But let me tell the story from the beginning. 

When Gloss, the falsetto-voiced Angora, made for 
the bulkhead as the best place for our concert, as 
Clover was probably in the butler’s pantry close by, 
where Gloss had seen her basket-bed, | must say I 
did not like the idea at all. I thought of those snap- 
ping torpedoes, and seemed to see again those flashes 
of light almost blinding my eyes. 

But Salle was of the same mind as Gloss and as 

neither Pomp nor I wished to appear obstinate, we 
eave in and mounted the bulkhead. 

We had agreed to begin softly. In that case, if 
Squire Dean did not fancy the music, and raised the 
window either to make a speech or to interrupt us in 
any other way, we could at once prance lightly off and 
give our welcome to Clover in some other way. 

But I think that for making a pussy-cat feel real at 
home in a new place, and also for letting her know 
the kind of pussy-neighbours she has and their dispo- 
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sition toward her, — that is, the way they feel toward 
her, — there is nothing else like giving a good, hearty 
cat-concert. And Pomp fully agrees with me. 

It was still as still could be when Sallie began with 
a high, thin note, which she held a full minute, then 
stopped. 

Nothing stirred. 

Then Pomp sounded a dim, low growl in ie rich, 
deep bass, after which it seemed stiller than before. 

I sent out a clear, middle-toned note. 

Very still after that. 

Then Sallie and Pomp brought out a musical meas- 
ure, louder than anything ventured before, and as 
they finished, Gloss and I began a gay little duet. 

It was becoming very plain to us all that the 
Deans were not like the Blumes, but were pleased, 
perhaps soothed, by our trilling, quavering notes. 

We listened again; it was best to make sure of 
being on the safe side, but as there wasn’t a sound on 
the quiet night air, we began working toward fuller 
strains, and so gradually coming up to the grand 
chorus. 

Sallie’s treble got higher and more shrill, Gloss’s 
falsetto grew almost wild in its fervour, — which 
means its power and feeling; my contralto grew 
stronger and louder, and Pomp fairly swelled out 
with the depth and grandeur of his booming bars. 

Higher and higher, rounder and fuller grew the 
melody, as, huddled close together to make the notes 


66 MADAME ANGORA 


the better blend, the music rose and swelled until the 
welkin rang,— which means the neighbourhood was 
filled with echoes of the amazing strains. 

We gave ourselves up to the delight and rapture of 
our own ringing tones, and Sallie, with head up, eyes 
closed, and mouth wide open, was bringing out a note 
at a tremendously high pitch, when — suddenly! with- 
out the least warning, there came as much as two 
pailfuls of water slamming down and nearly drown- 
ing the entire choir. We fairly flattened out as it 
smashed, so completely did the great body of water 
overwhelm us. 

Poor Sallie, perhaps, got the worst of it, as into her 
widely stretched mouth went a deluge of water, nearly 
choking her to death. Lucky she had her eyes shut, 
or they might have been almost put out with such a 
shower-bath. 

I have no doubt that two persons, each with a pail- 
ful of water, waited until there came the best moment 
to send that flood over our little company. 

I could almost have wished myself an ordinary 
pussy-cat, without any long, handsome fur and thick, 
sweeping tail, as I tried to drag myself home. I was 
so drenched and heavy with water, it was hard to get 
_ along, and Pomp could not help me, as it was all he 
could do to carry himself and his dripping mass of 
hair. 

We were in a sad plight. The doors of our homes 
were closed against us, and yet it was only midnight. 
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But rather a bright idea occurred to me, wretched as 
1 was, and I think it may be that misfortune does one 
good thing both for people and pussy-cats. It makes 
us set our wits to work, trying to see the best way out 
of a scrape. | 

So I led the way to the kitchen roof, and huddled 
up to the chimney. There was considerable warmth 
down close to what is called the “ flashing,” the tin 
bordering on the roof around the bricks of the 
chimney. And Pomp, quickly catching my idea, 
was glad to crouch close to the chimney on the other 
side. 

Ah, but it was a miserable night! come to be wet 
as water, the midnight air was chilly in May, and 
although by lapping and airing and twisting and turn- 
ing I finally began drying off a little, yet I was thank- 
ful enough when morning came, and | could get back 
of the kitchen range as soon as Dulcie opened the 
door. Pomp started for home at daylight, and when 

Dulcie saw me and exclaimed, “Oh, gashus, de ga- 
-shus! was yo’ tumblin’ into de stable tank?” I 
mewed faintly, to let her know how thankful I would 
be for some warm milk. 

And she understood, for in a few moments, as she 
went about mixing the biscuit for breakfast, she gave 
me a large saucerful of hot milk. 

Oh, it was more than good! I never was more 
grateful for anything in my life, and I purred up 
against Dulcie’s dress to let her know | thanked 
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her. And she understood again, for she said, in her 
good-natured, off-hand way : 

“Oh, you’s welcome, Madame 
’Gora, an’ no need to go rubbiy’ 
yo skin off wid yo’  pussy-cat 
| thanks.” 
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pay for their cruelty in sousing a poor Madame Cat as 
they did me! Yet what can a pussy-cat do? Even 
if we had pussy-lawyers, people could not be made 
to understand their language, so there is nothing for 
us but to make the best of it. 

But one thing is certain sure! I will never sing a 
note on a bulkhead again as long as my name is 
Madame Angora Ross! Not I! I should expect to 
be killed outright if ever I tried it again. 

Pomp came over a few moments at noon to inquire 
for my health. He looked splendidly. His blue-gray 
coat shone as if burnished with sunlight, the star on 
his forehead and his Queen Elizabeth ruff were white 
as snow. I think he had been groomed, — which 
means cleaned and brushed, — until no lordly puss in 
the land could have been glossier or trimmer than he. 
He went away looking anxious, for he could not help 
seeing that I was stiff in the joints, and I think he is 
afraid that rheumatism may be coming on. 

Prince Charlie called. soon after Pomp had gone, 
and we had a nice little talk in our cat-language, 
which you would not understand at all, my dear. 

It occurs to me that I have not seen dear little 
Floss Marie for two or three days. ButI think I 
will wait until to-morrow before going over to Euclid 
Circle. My bones hurt “like Sancho,” —I have 
heard people say that, — especially when I first move 
about after being quiet. Really, I fear that rheuma- 
tism is right upon me. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
A BRAVE LITTLE MOTHER 


IX weeks have passed away, my dear, since I last 
talked with you from my sunny perch on the 
plazza. 

I did indeed have “a run of rheumatism,” which 
was so severe that Mrs. Ross actually sent for Doctor 
Hoffman to come and see me. 

He had me done up in what he called a “ liniment,” 
something that smelt awfully strong, and nearly des- 
troyed my appetite, and I think some strange stuffs 
were put into my food, too. 

Mrs. Ross kept me wrapped up very warmly in my 
cosy basket, in a piece of an old blanket that she 
told Norah was to be burned up when I got better. 

I certainly think people ought to remember that 
ducking a poor pussy-cat at night may be fun for 
them, but is very likely to cause much pain for the 
smaller animal, who has meant to do no wrong. And, 
after all, our serenade did no good at all, for that 
sleepy Clover is as deaf as a post, and what keeps her 
from being run over a dozen times a day I’m sure I 
do not see. % 
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Now I am getting limber, feel like myself again, 
and am indeed quite frisky for a respectable old 
Madame like myself. And do let me tell about a 
visit I made the next day but one after I last talked 
with you, and just before I was taken down with my 
sickness. Then I will relate a thrilling story of 
something that happened only a day or two ago, 
making me feel very proud of one of my children. 

It was the second morning “ after the deluge,” that 
I still thought it strange I had received no visit from 
my tender little Floss Marie, so, although | was feel- 
ing almost too draggled to go anywhere, I went over 
to Huclid Circle, when —stars and wonders! there 
was my cute little Floss Marie with the very cun- 
ningest mite of a kitten beside her that I ever saw! 

So I am a grandmother! And to such a little 
totty-mi-tens, that, unless they look out, she may 
blow away. Mrs. Leroy calls her “Totty Fluff,” and 
means to keep her, so I am delighted that Floss Marie 
will have her baby to play with, and what nice times 
they will have, to be sure! 

Then for five weeks I was not able to go outside of 
the hedge. My children were very good about coming 
to see me. Lady Belle came up one day with the leg 
and second joint of a young pigeon called “ squab,” 
cooked to a turn, that she had saved from her dinner, 
and it tasted deliciously. 

Prince Charlie also brought the grilled leg of a 
frog, which I thought a rare tidbit, so fine 1 would 
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have been glad of another, — which I had the next 
day. 

Twice, lately, Floss Marie, who still seems like a 
baby herself to me, has been and made short calls. 
It made me grin from ear to ear to see how important 
she seemed, and with what a motherly air she hurried 
back to her atom of a Totty Fluff, who was no doubt 
safe enough in her snug, padded basket. 

I have been two or three times to see my grand- 
child, who is now six weeks old, and for all she is 
such a speck of a creature, the lady’s maid at Mrs. 
Leroy’s calls her “a little terror.” 

There is no end to her mischievousness, and her 
wild, roguish little round eyes look as if they were 
going to jump out of her head with pure roguery. 
Perhaps you remember that Floss Marie was a little 
Miss Mischief herself, when very young. It was she 
that upset Mrs. Ross’s work-basket, and got tangled 
into the yarn so that Norah had hard work to get her 
out. | 

Now this Totty Fluff is the liveliest scrap of kitty- 
ism there ever was, and Floss Marie has her hands, 
or rather her paws, full, trying to manage her. 

Now comes the thrilling little yarn I have to spin 
about my mite of a grandchild, and by the time lI 
get through, | think you will agree with me in think- 
ing that Totty Fluff has a very brave young mother. 

I heard Mrs. Leroy laughing with a caller one day 
about the way they had to put everything out of 


A BRAVE LITTLE MOTHER 1s 


Totty’s reach that she could make mischief with, but 
the dear little thing came near getting dreadfully in- 
jured a few days ago. 

Floss Marie noticed that she had several bits of 
wood that she was tossing up, and having great sport 
with. ‘Truth was, she had stolen them from a box 
she had upset in the kitchen when the cook’s back 
was turned. 

But first there was a quick snap, then another, 
then there was Totty’s little tail smoking and the 
hair beginning to curl up. The cook all at once 
jumped around and cried out: 

‘Qh, me goodness! the wee bit of a cat have got 
at the matches, and here they are burning all along 
the floor!” 

Of course it took Anne only a moment to stamp on 
first one match, then another, on the hardwood floor, 
and no harm was done; but Totty Fluff had run in 
affright to her mother, who saw at a glance that little 
smoking tail. And what to do? 

The little mother knew. She caught up Totty by 
the back of her ruff, rushed out of the door, and made 
for the little duck-pond back of the stable. 

Now a great many people think that cats cannot 
swim, but if anything happens to make them want 
to, they can strike out almost as bravely as a water- 
spaniel. So when the pond was reached, in plunged 
~ Floss Marie, Totty Fluff still held firmly in her teeth 
by the skin under her ruff, which was only just begin- 
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ning to thicken around her little neck. She splashed 
to and fro a moment or two, then landed with her 
baby, both half choked with water. 

But Totty’s pretty little tail is much injured as to 
looks, for there are places where the dry hair was 
singed close up to the skin, and the poor kitty was 








beginning to squeal with the nearness of the creeping 
smoke, when Floss Marie jumped into the pond. 

I was glad to hear Phil, the man who takes care of 
Mrs. Leroy’s horse, say that Totty is such a little 
thing that where the hair fell out scorched and singed, 
it will grow again more thickly than ever, and that 
her tail will be all the handsomer for the accident. 

But I do hope the frisky mite will not soon frighten 
her poor little mother again, and I do also sincerely 
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hope that Floss Marie will not get rheumatism from 
having her cold bath. I do not believe she will; she 
is young and healthy, and it is “June,” the soft 
sounding name that people call the sweetest. month 
of all the year. 

Birds are singing in the trees and bushes, little 
creatures with thin, bright wings are humming and 
whizzing everywhere, flowers are in full bloom, and 
oh, the roses! the garden is full of them, and the 
sweet-scented air has the soft fragrance of roses in 
it all up and down the street. The beautiful lawn 
has to be mowed every few days, and pussy-cat life 
is perfectly charming midst all this warmth, sunshine, 
and gladness. 

The nights are so short they do not seem like 
nights at all, and I am feeling so well that I seem to 
have a new life. 

I find there is an old saying that “cats have 
nine lives.” I should like to know what it means. I 
am very certain that we feel some things almost as 
keenly as people do, and I think when we once get 
dead we stay so. However, I’m not sure. [ve never 
been quite dead once yet, so I can’t tell. 

I have a new pleasure in prospect for to-night. 
Another family has moved into Harris Square, near 
Doctor Hoffman’s, where Pomp lives, and they have 
two Angoras that Pomp has seen and thinks a re- 
markably handsome pair. 

So a kind of surprise-party has been arranged, 


€6 MADAME ANGORA 


made up of Angora pussies, who are to call and wel- 
come them. Pomp has invited me to go with him. 
I hear that Prince Charlie is to take Clover, while 
Lady Belle, Gloss, and Sallie will also join us as we 
proceed to Mr. Strong’s arbour, across from the back 
porch, where the reception is to take place. 

There will be no singing. People in this queer 
place do not know enough to appreciate — that is, like 
and enjoy — the finest of pussy voices, and between 
fire and water we have had quite enough of the kind 
of reward that is given in exchange for our * music 
in the air.” 


CHAPTER IX. 
A DELIGHTFUL SURPRISE 


H, it is very lovely on the piazza to-day. There 

is such a flood of sunshine, that I really can 
understand what people mean by “bathing in sun- 
light.” , 

The scent of honeysuckle is so strong all about the 
front trellises that it is also like being bathed in per- 
fume to approach the house. 

I can peer through the thick leaves from my com- 
fortable roost and see the pleasant stir of men, horses, 
dogs, pussy-cats, and all kinds of living creatures. 
And I have something so very delightful to tell about 
last night’s party, that 1 am sure you will be glad to 
hear it. The party itself was not the only pleasant 
surprise to be enjoyed. 

To begin with, we were not disturbed in any un- 
pleasant way. Cesar, seeing the gathering, came 
over merely to inquire what was going on. Clover 
immediately hunched up her back, spit in his face, 
and told him to be gone. ‘The rest of us only looked 
at him peacefully enough, and I really thought Miss 

ih 
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Clover might have waited, before treating a dignified 
Newfoundland in that way, to see whether or not he 
meant to trouble us. 

Still, it is the nature of pussy-cats to send dogs 
about their business, and Clover knew nothing of 
Pomp’s lesson to Cesar, nor what friends we had, 
become, so perhaps I ought not to blame her too 
much. 

Sallie and Gloss seemed in excellent voice, and I 
thought what a pity it was that we couldn’t try just 
one little tune to let Clover and the two new neigh- 
bours hear what beautiful harmonies we could send 
forth into the half-slumbering ear of night, but some 
other half-slumbering ears had been too much for us, 
and not one of the singers would have cared to take 
the risk of rousing them. 

So we just mewed and purred and waited for the 
two pussies to appear that we had come to welcome. 
You see, as it was a surprise party, we had got to let 
the stranger Angoras know in some way that we had 
arrived. 

First, we mewed softly around the cellar windows, 
then we did the same at the back porch, but we were 
beginning to fear it was going to be very hard to make 
ourselves heard, when the rear door opened, and out 
came two splendid pussies, that we at once greeted 
from around the corner of the house with soft, sighing — 
sounds, inviting them to come over to the little arbour. 

Over they came, one stepping like a lord, the other 
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like a princess, two beautiful creatures, indeed, as one 
will often see, and looking so perfectly kept, that we 
knew at once what pets they must be. 

One, Pomp said, he must compliment by remarking 
that he looked much like me, while the other was a 
superb maltese, with a mixture of white in her ruff, 
and with hair parted on her forehead, and a clean, 
clear, white face. | 

We were to have a supper. I had saved a plump 
chicken leg from my dinner; Pomp had a slice of 
delicious, tender roast beef; Sallie had nearly the 
whole breast of a duck ; Gloss, a piece of boiled turkey 
with a wish-bone in the meaty centre; Prince Charlie 
had half of a broiled quail, and Lady Belle a little 
fine, rich, oyster patty. Clover, being a stranger, had 
‘not been expected to bring anything. 

We sat around making remarks, but did not think 
it best to begin our feasting until we had become a 
little acquainted, and also until it had grown so late 
that we would not be likely to be interfered with. 

Soon after some clock struck ten, a girl came to the 
rear door and called “« Pussy ! Pussy! Pussy!” but our 
cuests did not stir. They knew toomuch. The odour 
of cooked meats had reached their keen scent from 
under the arbour bench, and a company of such fine 
friends in the new neighbourhood was not to be easily 
parted with. 

‘¢T declare,” said the girl, “I should like to know 
what has become of them cats!” She went into the 
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house, but soon came back, and put a plate of meat 
and other food, also a basin of water, down by the 
steps. 

Then she called again, and more loudly than be- 
fore: “ Come, Dandy! Dandy! Dandy! Come, Lady 
Vic! Lady Vic! Lady Vic!” 

Oh, I know it must have been my heart that gave 
a great bound when I heard those two names. 

Dandy! Lady Vic! the names of two of my chil- 
dren that were sold away ata Fair! I hopped from 
the bench where I was posing at ease in the arbour, 
went over to Dandy’s side, and began saluting and 
petting him in our peculiar way; then I did the same 
to Lady Vic. | 

Yes, | remembered that, as a dear little baby cat, 
Dandy looked like me, and I remembered, too, that 
Lady Vic had white hairs around her little neck, and 
a pretty white face with hair cutely parted on her 
forehead. Quite a family mark that. 

It took but a little while to make them both under- 
stand that I was their mother, and that they had been 
taken away from me when dear little baby kits. 

They must have been sold together, and carried to 
the place where the Strongs lived at that time. Now 
they had come to live conveniently near, for I have 
only to scale our back fence, the one next it, and the 
Strongs’ back fence, to be right in their yard. 

Oh, what joy! Five of my darling children close 
by me, Really, my mother-heart is full of gratitude 
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and happiness. What parties, what frolics we shall 
have! 

But I began wondering about Baby May. She went 
at the same time as these other two. I felt, however, 
that I ought to be satisfied. And I also had a feeling 
that, as I had found Dandy and Lady Vic, I might 
some day know something of Baby May, and, as we 
cannot talk with each other as people do, I could not 
find out any more at present. 

Hereafter we shall have the pleasure of meeting as 
a family of six. My five brave, lovely children and I, 
their proud, fond mother. Dear little Floss Marie 
could not attend the party, because of Totty, but the 
new uncle and aunt can call on Totty, and make them- 
selves known to their sister, Floss Marie, very soon. 

The girl who called Dandy and Lady Vic gave up 
in despair when she tried to make them hear her 
again, and went wailing into the house. 

‘¢T declare,” I heard her say, “I do believe them 
cats is lost first thing!” 

But when we came to our dainty feast, we ate the 
bits of meat and fried potato she left at the steps, and 
oh! we were so very glad for the basin of cold, clear 
water. All animals want to drink after eating, and 
when we went back to the arbour after going each of 
us for a drink, there wasn’t a drop of water left. 
Truth to tell, we should have been very glad of 
another basinful. 

But we had so much to talk about, so much to tell, 
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so many plans to sigh and mew over, that it was long 
past midnight when the party broke up. I invited 
Dandy and Lady Vic to come and pass the rest of the 
night with me on the piazza, but they thought it 
better to creep into a warm cubby they already knew 
of under the porch steps. 

So I took loving leave of them, and, being alone, 
went to the low roof over the kitchen, where there is 
a. broad, flat place, very comfortable and convenient 
for a pussy-kitty to spread out on and enjoy quiet 
slumber of a summer night. 

Pomp has a second bed of soft hay in the stable, 
that is easily reached by a small open window. Prince 
Charlie saw Clover home, and then, as he can always 
get into Hotel Vancloo either day or night, I suppose 
he slept as usual in a box bed that has a real hair 
pillow in it. Lady Belle and Sallie know of a large 
mat on Gladys’s piazza that serves as a very fair 
mattress once in awhile. 

How very glad I am to know that five of my chil- 
dren have homes of luxury, are great favourites, will 
never be sold away for miserable “ dollars,” and, best 
of all perhaps, are near their very loving mother. 

Yes, | am truly a very grateful Madame to-day. 


CHAPTER X. 
HOW I WON MY COLLAR 


OU may have felt somewhat neglected, my dear, 
for it is half a year since the fine, sweet day in 
June when I last talked with you. 

I said once that when even small animals were 
happy the time seemed to pass very quickly, and there 
has been so much for me to attend to, so many visits to 
pay, so much advice to give, that the days and weeks 
have run by as if they were on little oiled wheels that 
made them fly swiftly and without a sound to tell that 
they were going. 

Such a family as I have to think of! For although 
I have no more children than when I talked with you 
in the summer, yet now, not only does Floss Marie 
come often to.see me with Totty Fluff, but Lady Belle 
comes nearly every day with her two lively little kits, 
Skip and Frisk, to get motherly counsel as to their 
training. 

For Skip wants to skip right over sheds and roofs, 
much to poor Lady Belle’s terror, while Frisk is in 

85 


O45 MADAME ANGORA 


constant danger of choking, she is such a greedy little 
thing. 

But I tell Lady Belle not to worry too much. I 
never should be the sleek, comfortable old Madame 
I am, had I worried much over anything. And as 
Gladys has plenty of that stuff called “ money,’ now- 
adays, she will not sell either Skip or Frisk for the 
sake of extra ornaments, so I think Lady Belle may 
take a great deal of comfort, even if the cook does 
call Skip the queer name of ‘a sad romp,” and if 
Frisk is a most dreadful little piggy. 

Then Lady Vic has a pert little kitty-cat she calls 
“Rex.” He is a pretty small fellow to call “ King,” 
which I find is the meaning of Rex, but when I look 
around at my splendid children, I know the tiny Rex 
may look as much like a king some day as Prince 
Charlie and Dandy do now. 

I am getting to be quite an old Madame; my next 
birthday I shall be ten years old, and although I hope 
to see many sunny birthdays yet, | am not as nimble 
on my feet as I was once, and ever since the attack 
of rheumatism after I had that miserable ducking on 
the Deans’ bulkhead, there are times when I have a 
stiff joint here or there. And it is very seldom that 
I do not go into the house at once when Norah calls 
me at ten o’clock. Nothing but a family gathering 
keeps me out late at night. 

And then Mrs. Ross has a carriage, now, in which I 
much enjoy taking a quiet drive curled upon the cush- 
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ion beside my always kind mistress, the same as the 
poodles and other little pet dogs do. 

In this way I have a good deal of change, see 
the country, and get plenty of pure, fresh air, with- 
out losing the least mite of strength. When Gladys 
goes riding with her mother, I occupy the cushion 
beside Dan as he drives. If Captain Ross is at home, 
and the carriage seats are all in use, there is always 
room for me on the lamb’s wool mat, as Captain Ross 
says, “either fore or aft.” 

One day I had a very great pleasure while out driv- 
ing. We went slowly by a large, handsome house, 
and on the piazza I saw a lame boy who went limping 
up and down, followed by a lovely great, full-grown 
Angora pussy-cat. 

In an instant I thought to myself, “That is my 
. Dare! And that is the lame boy who caught him up 
from nearly under his father’s carriage and drove 
away with him.” 

It certainly was Dare. I knew his black and white 
coat and white-tipped tail. No matter if I could not 
get very near to him, he had a beautiful home, and 
never would have followed a young master so affec- 
tionately who was not kind to him. 

Another day, when we were riding in the place 
where the Strong family used to live, I was charmed 
to hear Gladys say: 

‘There is where Mrs. Strong’s sister lives, the one 
who bought little Baby May, Madame’s kitten.” 
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And a fine Angora, who was looking contentedly 
out from a great bow-window, her pretty face framed 
around by pots of flowers, was, without doubt, my own 
dear child, Baby May. 

And — will you believe me ?—I think that I have 
made out Puff and Fluff, also Miss Pink and Kitty 
Jess, from things that Gladys has said, and also from 
my own recollections. 1 feel certain of it, and they 
all have the best of homes and receive the very kind- 
est of treatment. Their looks show it. 

Now if you were to meet me anywhere, and wished 
to know just who I am, and if | liked your looks, and 
were willing to let you come very near me, you would 
see around my neck a collar or chain of solid silver 
links with a plain gold band in the re and on the 
band you would read: 


«« Madame Angora, 
«“ Ross House, Lenox Avenue.’’ 


This collar is locked on with a little key, and is 
unfastened and taken off at night. It does not trouble 
me, yet I like better being without it when I settle 
for a night of sleep. In the daytime I am very proud 
of it. Perhaps I have aright to be. Let me tell you 
how Captain Ross came to have it made and presented 
to my ladyship. | 

Have you ever thought cats did not know much, 
and that all the intelligence — that means, brightness 
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and know-ing-ness — of the smaller animals belonged 
to dogs? 

Then you have made a great mistake, my dear. 
Some One who is wise and good has taught us a great 
many things, and we are not as dull and unknowing 
as we may sometimes appear. 

It is very sad to be a homeless cat; always pity and 
befriend one when you see it, if youcan. Yet a home- 
less cat will find both food and shelter of some kind 
for a long time, if necessary. Some One has taught 
puss how to do this. 

Then we often squeeze through places just large 
enough to admit of our going through. Do you see 
those long hairs coming out from our whiskers ? 
Those are called “feelers,” and our bodies will go 
through any space wide enough to be touched by the 
ends of those feelers on either side. Some One has 
taught us this, too. 

I once saw a boy, just for the sake of having some 
cruel sport, cut off a pussy’s whiskers. I only hope 
he did not know that he put the poor creature in great 
danger of being squeezed to death. 
~ Now I will tell you how I won, not my “spurs,” 
as a boy-soldier would say, — and what, pray, could 
a pussy-cat do with spurs ?—but my fine, beautiful 
collar. This leads up to quite a story. 

One night, about a month ago, when Captain Ross 
was at home, I stayed out considerably longer than I 
meant to, perhaps because I somehow did not hear 
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Norah call me. But I was very glad, on squeezing 
through to the wood-pile, to find that Dan had made 
a nice fire in the furnace, which felt uncommonly good, 
as it was very, very cold outside for the month that 
people call ‘¢‘ November.” 

It was too dark in the cellar for people to see at 
all plainly without a light, but, with the rays that 
came through the windows, I could see just about as 
well as in the daytime. 

Well, | had. been comfortably dozing a few oan 
lying on the thick but smooth sheet iron at the back ~ 
of the furnace, when all at once I heard a strange 
little noise. In an instant my head was up, and my 
eyes round as moons, although I didn’t make the least 
little sound. in the world. 

What was my surprise to see a man come poking 
along from the direction of the little cellar door under 
the side of the piazza. At first 1 thought it was Dan 
coming to look after the fire perhaps, then I saw that 
the figure was too tall and too thin to be Dan. 

At that moment, careful as he was, the man struck 
his foot against an uneven board near the coal-bins, 
and made a boomy sound, not very loud, as he banged 
against the bin, but after that he waited and listened 
a long time; and I could see that he had some kind of 
a lantern in his hand, which was not yet lighted. 3 

He heard nothing, but my quick ear caught a dull 
sound, as though Captain Ross might have got quickly 
but cautiously out of bed. 
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‘“‘ Now,” I said to myself, “ this man has no business 
to be in my master’s cellar way in the middle of the 
night, and I do believe he means to creep up into 
the house and steal the spoons! What can I do to 
frighten him away ?” 

Then I knew what I could do. 

Did you ever pass your hand very quickly back- 
wards over a cat's back? If you have, did you see 
the sparks fly? Did you ever shake out a warm 
woollen shawl in a cold room? If so, did you not 
hear a snapping sound? ‘That, you may know, my 
dear, is electricity. 

Now I had been getting my long, thick fur very 
warm as | crouched close to the furnace. The stones 
on the side of the cellar, back of where that man was 
creeping along, were very cold. If only | could thrust 
myself violently across those stones, flying backwards 
a couple of times, making the snapping sparks fly, and 
at the same time sending forth something as near a 
scream as possible, ah! that would make mister — no 
name — go flying off himself much faster than he 
came! For the coal-bins would prevent his seeing 
me. 





I did not see Captain Ross peeping through a crack 
of the cellar door, ready to receive the man when he 
reached the kitchen, neither could my brave master 
see me or guess the part I was about to play. 

The man had put his foot on the lower step when 
snap! flash! crack! yell-l-1! 
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Didn’t the sparks fly ! and wasn’t there a snapping ! 
and didn’t I send out a cry that would have frightened 
an innocent person, let alone a guilty one! 

Why, that man went scratching, whacking, scud- 
ding across the cellar, and tumbling out of the Little 
side door so fast that, when Captain Ross rushed to 
the front door and opened it he was nowhere to be 
seen. Only a shadow went flitting across the lower 
part of the hedge. But bad men are always cowards, 
you know. 

And my master had seen the whole thing; had 
caught sight of me springing backwards along the 
cold stones, and knew it was I that sent forth that 
queer screech to the music of the snapping sparks. 

When I ran up to the kitchen door with my fur 
standing up on my back and head straight as a black- 
ing-brush, and my eyes big as saucers and yellow as 
gold with pluck and excitement, Captain Ross laughed 
as though he would never be done, and kept saying: 

“ Well done, Madame! Well done, Madame! Good 
for you, Madame! You're worth as much as a watch- 
dog, any day! Hooray, good old Madame! You shall 
have a smart new collar, and if any one ever harms a 
hair of your precious body, we’ll find a way to make 
them sorry for it pretty quick. Fine old girl!” 

Now when my master said those last words, I felt 
pretty nice, and considered it one of the best of com- 
pliments. Let me tell you why. 

When Captain Ross would kiss his wife on going 


HOW I WON MY COLLAR 91 


away in the morning, during his visits at home, he 
would say, in what I once heard Gladys call “ sailor 
fashion,” ‘‘ Good-bye, dear old girl!” 

So when he called me “ Fine old girl!” I felt very 
grand about it, | did indeed ! 

Well, I was covered all over with glory after that! 
Captain Ross told every one how his “ Madame Angora 
saved the spoons;” and it actually was put in the 
paper, that “ Captain Ross’s famous Madame Angora 
drove a man out of the cellar that had no right to be 
there, by means of sparks and screams.” 

And that, my dear, was how I came by my shining 
and costly collar. 

No one could steal me without some trouble, with 
that clearly marked plate outside my ruff. But I am 
too old and knowing a Madame Puss to be wheedled 
or coaxed away from my good home. And I should 
pity any one who tried taking me up against my will. 
Under the ten softly-cushioned toes of my fore paws, 
and the eight softly covered toes of my hind paws, are | 
strong, sharp, hooked claws, that I should know how 
to use if I needed to defend myself. I do not believe 
I shall ever have to for any such cause as that. 

And now, my dear, I am afraid I shall not be able 
to have such long chats from my perch as I have been 
in the habit of enjoying so much. The weather is 
steadily cold, and I shall be obliged to stay in the 
warm house much more, for fear of rheumatism. 

But I am a very happy and contented old Madame. 
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Why should I not be? With one of the best of 
homes, the very fondest of treatment, handsome chil- 
dren all beautifully settled, and that love me very 
much, with grandchildren running in every day that 
are cunning, affectionate little darlings, with many 


























pussy-cat friends, and really very good health, why 
should I not be happy ? . 

I try not.to be proud, that is, too proud or impor- 
tant. But you see, as I step —it may be with a bit 
stately air — up or down the street, every one who 
lives about here stops to have a word with me, for I 
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am known to all the neighbours and friends of my dear 
mistress and her daughter. 

I often overhear remarks that are pleasing, not to 
say downright agreeable. 1 one day heard one lady 
say to another, as | stalked along: 

“That is Madame Angora, Captain Ross’s old Ma- 
dame; she is quite a character in our town, and we 
feel much gratified if she will deign to stop and let 
us pet her a moment.” 

Now, isn’t it hard not to feel a little important and 
to step a little loftily, after hearing such things. as 
that said, and knowing you are honoured not only by 
your own large pussy-cat family, and pussy neighbours, 
but by “ people” as well? 

There! that last word I used, makes me remember 
something I once heard a person say, as Pomp and |, 
on opposite posts of the piazza, were watching the 
people go by. ; 

Some one said, “ All’s well that ends well.” And 
with that cheerful sounding word in my ears, I will 
only add, my dear, that I hope my story ends “ well.” 


THE END. 
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